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THE DEATH OF FALSTAFF 

AND 
OTHER POEMS. 



TEbe 2>eatb of falstaft 

Are they so cold ? I'faith — 
Feet fallen from favour ever did grow cold ! 
Press me the cushion higher, dame : put, so, 
A flower or weed into my hand and let 
Mine eyes behold, while yet mine eyes can see, 
Some hint of lanes and hedgerows and green fields 
Such as I played in when a lad at school, 
Ere that the man 

In me was overborne with weight of flesh 
And years and sack and kings' ingratitude. 

Have I spoke strangely and unlike old Jack ? 
Tonight, alas, I am but poor old Jack 
To two or three and naught to all men else. 
Fitting it is, now I am wan and sick 
And have scant breath to utter them withal, 
That, even as six days join to make a week 
And Sunday follows all, my words should join 
In syllables of length ; for ever yet, 
When I was hale and fat, my speech was rough, 
Abounding, boisterous, bold, predominant : 
In truth, young Harry said it must befall, 






XTbe Deatb of falstatt. 



That one so bubble-blown of body should 

Be hard of speech, his body's opposite. 

Talk hot, saidst thou? Prate me no more of strength, 

For to this hour a talker have I been 

Even from my cradle : who hath better right r 

I'll die a-talking, an it vantage me ! 

Ah, Harry, Harry, I who never knew 
True-granted love of widow, wife or maid, 
And thought I loved no soul alive or -dead 
So dearly as myself, how am I reft ! 
For now I know thine image lurked within 
My very breast, 

As oft infection in the body lurks 
And he that hath it may perceive it not 
Until it doth appear to all mankind. 
Sweetheart and fair young brother, wife and son — 
Even so, all this and more 
Thou wert, young Hal, unto old wasteful Jack. 
Alack ! That ever love should lodge so deep 
The lover nor the loved can find it out ! 

And yet, the rogue, how did he hang upon 
Each word or look, as there were magic in't ! 
And so there was : but when I most did rail, 
And prick him with a bitter, biting jest, 
And pamper up my jocund soul, and hug 
My body to myself, and set my need 
Above decree of law or likelihood, 
Then was I most and best Jack Falstaff, born 
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To be Jack Falstaff. Ay ! There's reason for't : 
And is not his a princely birth, indeed, 
Which hath a Falstaff born to tutor him, 
And season all with mirth and feast and song 
Such as may drive the joyous lesson home ! 

I tell thee, boy, this graceless world cannot 
Suffer the touch of candour : nut and shell 
May not conjoin with more tenacity, 
Than do hypocrisies encompass it. 
An I were Jonah, for mine atomy 
The whale that swallowed him might once have found 
Scant space, methinks, within his bursting ribs : 
But now is old Jack shrunk, as never yet 
Was nut, since earthly orchard first bore bark. 
O treachery ! With what unruly speed 
Man's inward parts may, by thy wimble point 
Be bored clean through : for the which cause, old Jack 
No longer now keeps cheerful humours toward ; 
But hath, instead, a worm at heart, that gnaws, 
As to do so were both the mean and end, 
The food whereby and whereunto it lives. 

[Sings]. 

Sith Eve to sin began, 
Sith maiden first was coy, 
There never yet was man — 
With a wink and a hey noninink — 
But he was first a boy, 
Quotha — with a hey — 



ZEbe 2>eatb ot jfalstaft* 



But valour, Jack, should not that make amends ? 
Yet what a cloud-built thing this valour is ! 
For when was valour heir to recompense 
More than was thine, for scabbarding hot steel 
In Percy's thigh ? Why, there rebellion else 
Had still lived on, as doth a wounded snake 
That waggles tail until the set of sun ! 
Ah, Jack, thou wert a Jack of weighty parts 
Betimes, indeed, but there it was they weighed 
Against self-love, a kingdom and a crown, 
Even in the hour that should have been the hour 
Of thine amendment, O, if sinners knew, 
If they but knew the fortunate true time 
Wherein repentance should begin, why, then, 
Light-hearted might they until then sin on, 
Who else could never sin but fearfully ! 

Yet did I ever purpose to repent : 
But how ? Should I repent and keep it close, 
While outwardly I trespassed as before ? 
Or should I wend my pious way to church 
By secret paths of sin ? And truly here 
A difficulty lies : Or ever yet 
This Jack of jolly Jacks was reckoned of 
By man, much less was reckoned up 
By tavern host, or woman could conceive 
Of his ungirdled bulk, there was shaped out 
Within the womb of pregnant Fate, for him, 
A leg most wicked. Never did it halt 
Or lamely stumble, but at sight of church — 
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A fault, moreover, the which other parts 

Of me did something dissolutely share. 

I know not why, excepting churches stand 

In churchyards — wherewithal a queasy plant, 

I trow not what his name is, grows in earth 

Enriched by crumbling bodies — my poor nose 

Could never brook the odour of a church, 

Nor neighbour with a churchyard. Surely, Jack, 

Sins hast thou of thine own ; but ancestors 

Have lent thee some, the which, belike, thou must 

Repay at rates of grinding usury. 

Sa, sa, this fever burns ! 

Alack the day ! It was at Shrewsbury 
I said if I grew great I would amend : 
Had I then purged as I did say I would, 
Had I thenceforth lived cleanly as I ought — 
What, Bardolph, is it thou ? The devil's dam 
May scarcely yet forgive the start she made, 
When that thou wert a whelping brat at nurse, 
And she by accident did suckle thee ! 
Ho, ho ! Dost mind thee of the country wight 
Whose fortunes thou didst, gypsy-like, foretell, 
To whom thou saidst, at night 'twixt twelve and one 
Would Death appear, to teach him how to live ! 
Or how I donned such robes as Gaffer Death 
Might wear on such an errand, and did knock 
'Twixt those same hours and scare him from the sleep 
That had so piteously been scared from him ? 
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Rare 'twas, how Gaffer conjured up the tale 
Of one who swore to yield five hundred pound 
To charity, if Death would let him bide 
A little longer ! Ho, ho ! 
And then he gave the gold to Gaffer Death, 
Whose jovial wants were that same charity, 
And so it was, through hours made fugitive 
By capons, cups and touch of ripe, fair lips, 
That all next day we feasted to the full ! 

Od's pods ! That second night, 'twixt twelve and one, 
I dreamed a dream : Methought old goodman Death 
Had come for me and plucked me by the foot : 
And I, yet sleeping, saw him standing there ; 
And then, methought, I too did plead for time, 
And he did grant my prayer, but said, "Anon" ! 
Then I awaked and something whispered me 
That when I next should hear that same "Anon", 
Not all the unspent riches of a realm 
Could buy an hour's addition to my term. 

What if that Gaffer Death should come tonight ! 
How should I meet him ? With what instant plea ? 
Even now the hand, that, half an hour agone, 
Upon the dial passed the midnight notch, 
Meseems, doth hesitate and, trembling, stops, 
As though the mute and startled effigies 
Of Time, that dwells within, awaited there 
The coming of his master's master, Death ! 
Fy ! Who speaks thus ? 
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What strain of childish softness hath awaked 
From his firm sleep in that I ever thought 
My conquering, unconquerable soul, 
And bids the dying think of Time and Death ? 
Time ! Time and Death ! Time and Eternity ! 
How long, O God, is this eternity ? 
How many ages upon ages must 
Follow yet other ages at slow speed 
Of never-moving wheels ? 
Strange 'tis, that in a mortal span 
Whose tally shews but six and sixty year, 
There should be time in which to dig a pit 
So broad and deep there is not time enough 
In all eternity to measure it ! 
But if, to dig that penitential pit, 
A span less brief be counted time enough, 
How can an hour's repenting fill it up ? 
How can a moment's ? Nay, acquittance, now, 
An it could come to one so worn as I, 
Must come to one too weak to sin again — 
To one so weak in mind and body both, 
That, if he stand, he doth but stand, indeed, 
Because too weak to fall. 

Yet — O how pitiful and poor a word 
Is "yet," to build so great a hope upon ! — 
Somewhere, methinks, 

Whatever schoolmen, fools, or women prate — 
Somewhere there is, ay, somewhere there must be, 
If there be any who will point it out, 
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A kindly, gladsome spot that feels the sun, 
Where even old Jack, too heavy weighted here, 
May gather strength and — and perchance — who 

knows ? — 
Perchance at last repent ! 

The place grows chill, as by an unseen door 
Left open wide. What step was that ? 
One paces — yonder ! — slowly by. 
His feet are noiseless — shod 
In silence. With a look, a nod, 
He beckons me : I come : Death — Harry — God ? 



14 



XTbe Harrow Zane- 

I know a narrow lane, 
And in it many feet are walking : 
A many voices, too, are talking, 

Are joyful or complain, 

Along that narrow lane. 

At intervals, indeed, 
The feet are still and hushed the voices 
If otherwhiles they follow choices, 

They must obey their need 

At intervals, indeed. 

But had that slender space 
Been more attenuate created, 
Like happenings had still been fated 

To leave a varied trace 

On that so slender space : 

« 

For passionate Desire 
Is neighbor there to changeful Folly, 
And Mirth encounters Melancholy ; 

And Hope doth oft inquire 

For passionate Desire. 
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Doubt not that Love is there ; 
For when are multitudes bespoken, 
But in some wise appears a token 
Whereby we may declare 
And know that Love is there ? 

Within that place, I deem, 
Few look to find a fairer offer, 
If Love his willing favor proffer ; 
For swifter than the stream 
The current is, I deem. 

So, then, as there I walk, 
Whoever will may go or tarry, 
If I may yet Love's garment carry : 
Ah ! Be it mine to talk 
With Love, as there I walk ! 
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Go a Ylestltng* 

Come, birdling, forth ! 

Or South, or North, 
Or Eastward turn, or to the West : 

For birds that wing, 

Nor doubtful cling, 
The way they take we count the best ! 

Up, up, and try 

To boldly fly : 
The bird that downward gropes is lost ; 

And never may 

A merry day 
Be theirs who murmur at its cost. 

Yet clearly know 

Before you go, 
Ere shrilly sounds the warning gale, 

That hardly can 

Or maid or man 
A path retrace, a course unsail. 

And so the bird 
To rapture stirred, 
Though he no earlier note forget, 
Must daily sing 

17 



XTo a Vlestltng* l 



Some sweeter thing, 
Or owe to Song an endless debt. 

The wing that dares 

The upper airs 
By daring may be stronger made : 

But better death 

And songless breath 
Than sitting songless and afraid. 

Go, then, nor search 

For nest or perch 
In which to twitter soft or loud : 

But rather choose 

To win or lose 
Where Fortune calls you from her cloud. 

Up, up, and try 

To boldly fly : 
The bird that downward gropes is lost ; 

And never may 

A merry day 
Be theirs who murmur at its cost. 

Come, birdling, forth ! 

Or South, or North, 
Or Eastward turn, or to the West: 

For birds that wing, 

Nor doubtful cling, 
The way they take we count the best f 
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Thistledown, so softly floating — 
But from whence none know, or noting 
May reveal, save they who tell 
What the tunes are that upswell 
From the thrush's airy throating — 
Whither go you ? If I guess it 
Truly, dare not you confess it ? 

Has the fertile land no need 

Of your light insidious seed, 

That, snow-scarfed and feather-vested, 
God-ordained and man-detested, 

Ever you renew your speed ? 
Not disdain of duty, surely, 
Wafts you onward, thus demurely. 

Never yet was day, that borrow 
Might not, from a later morrow ; 
Never yet was song so sweet, 
But some note was incomplete : 
Say that you have cause for sorrow — 
Have you warrant for believing 
Flight may be a cure for grieving ? 

19 



VbtBtleftowtu 



Somewhere, near or far, I trow it, 

Heart of maiden or of poet 

Waits to call you, not a weed, 
But a flower of purer breed 

Than the world beside can show it : 
Since you so much haste discover, 
Go, then, truant— join your lover I 
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Else, I deem, among the island seas, 

Pan, himself, surviving, fain to please, 
Or imagining he knew you, 
Long his fond upbraidings blew you, 

Ere you passed him on an idle breeze. 

Or twin dolphins came, a merman bearing : 
You, perchance, nor questioning nor caring 

How the pleading merman fared, 

To the waves your bosom bared 
And swept onward, no emotion sharing ! 

Say, alas ! that this, or something worse, 
On your loveless age has left a curse : 

And in vain is all endeavor 

To recover that which never 
May return, save in my fleeting verse. 

Weep no more : the hope my rhymes have cost you- 
See ! my lips repentingly have tossed you ; 
Take the kiss, and gazing seaward, 
Gazing skyward, gazing knee-ward, 
Think it came from him who loved and lost you ! 
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TEbe JSrafceman's 2>au<jbter* 

The tiny train more swiftly sped 
As, "Bleecker next ! ", the brakeman said, 
And near the door his little daughter 
Blew back the hasty kiss he brought her. 

He shut the latch, and through the glass 
He watched the drowsy dimples pass 
Across a cheek too sweet and simple 
To lodge a wild or wayward dimple. 

She slept, but what the father thought, 

As uncomplainingly he wrought 
Alike at toiling and at waiting, 
Scarce calls for record or narrating. 

Anon she stirred, that little maid, 
And on her lips an instant play'd 

A smile more bright than thought can reckon. 

" They smile so, whom the angels beckon," 

I murmur'd, as in musing guise 
I lingered, stricken with surprise 

Because a strange thing happen'd newly ; 

Who hears, believing, hearkens duly : 
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As Xodg an& f  

In a dream I left my body 

And upon a journey went — 

Needless were it now to mention 
On what errand bent — 

Whence returned, my graceless body 

Would not let me enter in : 
" Body," said I, "in this contest 

"Can you hope to win ? 

"Thought ascends, and on what ladder 
"Somewhat you and I may know ; 

"But where Thought, the climber, ventures, 
"Can the ladder go ? 

"Does it not the rather humbly 

"And with ample patience wait 

"His return, and so receive him, 
"Be it soon or late ? 
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"Nearer friend than you I have not, 
"But a better well may ask, 

"If to warn you, keep you constant, 
"Be my constant task : 

"Yet, to you have I been ever 

"Kindly, from your day of birth, 

"And before it, if my knowledge 
"Be of any worth. 

"Where, indeed, I first beheld you, 
"Do you know, or can you learn ? 

"Neither can your skill discover 
"Whither I return. 

"Death you are not, but obtaining 
"Leave to send me to my place, 

"Where would be your future dwelling ? 
"What were, then, your case ? 

"Ere you linger, mute and sodden, 
"Underneath a mossy stone, 

"Hear your doom : that there you linger, 
"Helpless and alone. 

"None will waste a word of pity 
"On your ill-deserving lot, 

"All you are, or have been, being 
"Recordless, forgot ; 
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"For, so long as any letters 

"On that slab in words combine, 

"This remember : they betoken 
"Not your name, but mine. 

"Yes, one comer yet will seek you 

"There, though distant now he be : 

"Worm his name is — what his work is, 
"You too soon may see. 

"Glad am I my words have made you 
"Humble, as your wont has been : 

"Say no more ; since I forgive you, 
"And will enter in !" 
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I said unto my soul, that dwelt apart : 

"Bethink you, Soul, and say what proof 
"Denotes that you exist, 
"That you are not a mist 
"Dreamed of by those who sit aloof, 
"And prate of shores not shown on any chart ?■ 



"Or, holding an uncertain place within 
"The circuit of another's will, 

"That, when that other takes 
"His leave and exit makes, 
"You may not in the reckoning fill 
"A space, as one who is not, but hath been ? 



"Soul, if you shrink from a mere question, which 
"So brings you naked to the test, 
"Will your weak discontent 
"Yet cling to trappings rent 
"And worn, or don a simpler vest, 
"Knit loose, but, may be, with a firmer stitch ? 
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"This day my feet impressed the solid earth, 
"And, as I moved or musing stood, 
"I queried, not in vain : 
" 'How fares it with the pain 
" 'That one day will congeal my blood ? 
" 'Or with the tremor at whose dreadful birth 



" 'The globe itself, that yet eternal seems, 
" 'Shall, ere the last, dissolve and melt ? 
" 'In what secure repose 
" 'They lie, no mortal knows ; 
" 'Nor pain nor tremor now is felt, 
" 'But who may call these twain delusive dreams ? 



" 'Or who may say that, when that throe is past, 
" 'The womb which gave its pressure shape 
" 'Will not again conceive V 
"So, Soul, if I believe 
"The earth lives on, although it gape 
"And, formless, thence into the void is cast, 



"Upon what warrant shall I rest my plea, 

"If, in my puny thoughts, I say 

"That when this body turns 

"To briars or to ferns, 

"The life that drew it from the clay 

"Dies with it and no later term shall see ? 
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"But, if life die not, if a wondrous web 
"Of Being stretches everywhere, 
"Commingling warp and woof, 
"Somewhere, beneath a roof 
"More immanent than we may share, 
"The Weaver sits, and, like the flow and ebb 



"Of Ocean's tides, the work that fills His hands 
"Alternate lifts, alternate lingers, 
"Alternate backward sweeps 
"Into the deeper deeps, 
"But never leaves His careful fingers 
"And still is subject to their deft commands. 



"Yet, Soul, this riddle further would I read : 
"The tiny cells where Thought is born — 
"Are they your place of birth ? 
"Do you feel sorrow, mirth, 
"Hope, fear and pity, love and scorn 
"As I do, and, as I, repent at need ? 



"Then, Soul, if it be thus, yet which is I 
"And which is you, I fain would ask : 
"Which of us hears or speaks ? 
"Or are there days and weeks 
"When each is but the other's mask, 
"To be, as time and place permit, laid by ? 
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"Nay, if as one we pass yon narrow door, 
"Were it not well that we agree, 
"So none can wrongly deem 
"That only hope may seem, 
"And only discontent may be ? 
"Soul, you are welcome : we will part no more !" 
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Of late it was, that I awhile sojourned 

In a far land and strange : 
For, daily, nightly, sun and stars returned 

Through labyrinths of change 

To light a town or grange 
Whose very name in wonder sleeps inurned. 



Too little else might I, or any, know ; 

But, fragile as the flowers 
Which in our murky gardens bloom and blow, 

I know those fields and towers 

Were real as are ours, 
And blithe swift feet ran through them to and fro. 



Unsnared, unsated, equally the birds, 

Albeit their twittering woke 
No chord in my dull ears attuned to words, 

Delighted city folk 

Beneath the arbored oak, 
And quiet herdsmen tending quiet herds ; 
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For everywhere, as held in unseen hands, 

Were carried grosser things 
Than were the hands that held them : He, who stands 

And marks the stir of strings, 

Or sees the gift of rings, 
Doubts not that pleasure asks or love commands. 



So, though no human-seeming forms were seen, 

A various life was there : 
Here gay, glad figures danced upon the green 

To a melodious air 

More sweet than I could share, 
Or yonder bent, as bending to a queen. 



Themselves impalpable to mortal sense, 

All that told aught of them 
Was that which of them bore mute evidence : 

A twig, stripped leaf from stem ; 

A trailing garment's hem ; 
A braided wreath ; a jewel's bright pretence ; 



A van, that rolled along the stately street 
Where sound of wheel was none ; 

A steed, that stopped as when young lovers meet 
And, cloudless, like the sun 
Beauty shines down on one 

Who stands beside and calls each moment sweet. 
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And yet I knew by that which I knew not, 

As by the tokens which 
My vagrant eyes beheld or half forgot — 

Beings too rare and rich 

Were these for that poor niche, 
Wherein men seek and find they know not what. 



Since, then, no natal home of man it seemed, 

And nowhere signs of sin 
Upon my gaze in lurid vision streamed, 

The place I stood within, 

There Death had never been — 
With thoughts like these my busy bosom teemed. 



And since a softer, purer atmosphere 
Than breath of mine had known, 

As in a glass, revealed where, crystal-clear, 
New marvels lay bestrown 
In many a far-off zone, 

By gazing brought yet nearer and more near, 



At last, I said, " Surely this lovely land 

" Is one compact, indeed, 
" More by the Maker's thought than by His hand ; 

" For, light as any weed 

" Upon an earthly mead, 
" The rocks themselves grow bountiful and bland." 
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Where those free-flowing coast-lines lie defined, 

Beneath what summer skies, 
Is graven on the map of God's own mind — 

None know or may surmise : 

I only know mine eyes 
Until that day, though seeing, were but blind ! 
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Above yet shone the moon's mid-melted taper. 
And in the Northern sky the Dipper pointed 
To the dim glow which some miscall the centre 
Of all God's universe, that hath no centre 
Save where God is. A-nigh the waiting lovers, 
Of them unseen, was One whose sombre visage, 
Framed in the shadows of that unkept garden, 
Beseemed the semblance of a bodied sorrow ; 
But as he stood, engrossed in voiceless brooding, 
In what far path of memoried endeavor 
His wandering spirit trod — to such a riddle 
Who may make answer? Even the youth and maiden 
So close beside him, their unhidden faces, 
Their tender talk, their half-caressing laughter, 
For him were not ; for him the place was empty. 

Yet this I know : There came a moment, fateful, 
Unheralded, when something that lay hidden 
Under their speech, haply behind a gesture, 
Adventuring forth, had leave, methought, to summon 
From his long trance that unregarding Presence, 
And make him partner in the scene around him. 
And thence it was, that, ere the moment ended, 
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B flDasft or 2>eatb- 



The startled lovers, captivate with wonder, 
Were, in an eager wise, of him bespoken, 
As if imploring them for grace or pardon : 

"A many names I have, and one, among them, 
" Needs not your asking till my later coming, 
" For come I must, I, who am Love's own servant, 
" Door-man and habitant of his own dwelling ! 
" Tonight " — "What is that name ? ", the lovers faltered, 
And where they stood, close-clasped, a primal horror 
Fell on them both, as once it fell on Eden. 

The Visitant said softly, speaking slowly : 
" Fear not. This night I am but come in blessing, 
"As one who seeks for that which — nay, yet hear me ! — 
"Men call me Death !, but-" shrinking mutely from him, 
Those two, with rigid lips and blanching faces, 
Fled from that spot, as by a strange compulsion, 
Fled in dismay out of the haunted garden ! 

Lifting cold hands, for a tumultuous moment 
Death beat his forehead in unspoken loathing 
Of the dread name, so syllabled in anguish 
That none may hear or pity him who bears it ; 
Then, sighing, said, as to a watching planet : 

" Yon starry spaces stretch, each way, forever, 
" Knowing of limits or of distance nothing : 
" No North, no South, no East, no West they reckon, 
" Yet search them all, as I am ever searching — 
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a AasR of 3>eatb. 



" No being breathes or is or waits existence, 

" So shunned as I, so hated, so eternal ! 

" Alike to those who fly and those who seek me 

" My very blessing is a thing abhorrent, 

" And daily does the end seem ever farther 

" Whereto I strive, whereof I gain no tidings. 

" Ever, ever alone, alone and lonely ! 

41 Ah, God ! No creature lives in Thy dominions, 

" But may mark time by pulses doubly beating, 

" In love or kindness, with some other creature — 

" I, only, am alone, and ever shall be. 

" Would I were twain ! So might two Deaths the better 

" Sign, countersign and seal Death's fatal letter, 

" And — sometime — each strike off the other's fetter !" 
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Ht Dottbttng^Castle Gates* 

Who that has known him has not scantly seen, 
Betimes, an evidential trace 
Across his features flit 
Of that encounter keen, 
Wherein his bosom for a space 
So strove with hell and those who dwell in it ? 



The dear-bought laurel, won as laurels oft 
Are won, yet shows the victor where 
By a capriceful chance 
His arm, inert and soft, 
That day prevailed as one may dare 
To quell an angry lion with a glance ; 



And thence it comes, that, in unquiet hours, 
Trembling, of his own soul he asks : 
" And am I, then, so sure ? 
" What if the evil powers 
" Should lay upon me greater tasks — 
" Could I unto the very end endure ? " 
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Ht Doubtln^-Castle (Bates* 

Each week he thunders, in his pulpit place, 
Against the ill his soul abhors : 
And sometimes, people say, 
He sees the foe's grimace 
In those yet unconcluded wars 
Illume the text, as but such visions may ! 



Once, at the babe's baptismal font he drew, 
Cup-curved, his fingers from the drops 
Wherein the blessing waits, 
As one who seeks a clue 
To some forgotten maze, or stops 
And for new surety inly supplicates ; 



And once, beside the stricken bed of death 
His willing knee essayed to kneel : 
But, ere his lips could speak 
The word which quickeneth, 
A potent Presence clutched his heel, 
And momently he bent, abased and weak. 



Yet who shall say that only they are brave, 

Who never feel the coward blood 

Desert the lips and cheek ? 

Or, on the stormy wave, 

That only ships outlive the flood, 

Which never lose a sail or show a leak ? 
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Ht Stoubting-Castle (Bates. 

— — — — — — — — — — — — — ~ — — — —— — — i— — — — — ^—^— „__^— _ — _ — — — _ _ — ^ 

So, if he travel whom the tales denote, * 
As needing day by day a sign, 

What man, with heart at rest, « 

Nor changing scrip and coat *\ : 
With him, dare thence his path malign, 

Who, traveling slowly, yet may travel best ! * 



•*. 
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Habere Serapbe JEDwell. 

I know he dwelt where seraphs dwell, 
But his name I know not : 
Of his ways I trow not, 
For scarcely might one mark them well, 
Ere they became like waves that ripple, if yet like 
waves that flow not. 



Grown tired of walks and talks and singing, 
Seeking peace, it seems. 
Long where idle dreams 
Their idle joys were idly flinging, 
He came to Mary Mother's garden, a-nigh two meet- 
ing streams. 

She heard the words he spoke in wonder, 
Letting never blaming 
Or regretful shaming, 
Unhidden, rend his heart in sunder : 
She led him where One knelt alone in the midst of 
crosses flaming, 






TRUbere Serapba Dwell- 



Whereof were three, that lit the place . * 

With a tender glory 

Whose renewing story • 

What hand or pen may faintly trace ! — 
When will its like be told by any, or read in records i 

hoary? 



The Shining City's fair demesne 
Slopes in girdling order 
From that region's border 
Till plains of grace outspread, I ween, 
Where at each gate a martyr-saint from a different 

world is warder. 



Long time they stood, those gazers twain, 
But how long is known 
Only nigh the Throne ; 
For, tearful, troubled, mutely fain, 
They stood like striving statue-souls unsteadily set in 

stone, 



And with no warning or explaining, 
All the visions ended 
That with mine were blended, 
No sign or shred of them remaining : 
From thence — ah ! — who will tell me whither his way 

that angel wended ! 
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H Bream of Dream** 

Dreamers are but weaklings grown 
Into idlers, would you say — 

And their fancies, rubbish blown 
Where but rubbish lay ? 

Waking once where sleep had cast me, 
Watching till the morning broke, 

Speaking forms approached and passed me ; 
Hear the words they spokd : 

" Dreams are we, and terror-dealing 
" Though we be, or hymeneal, 

" Banner-bearing, truth-revealing, 
" We alone are real. 

" Nothing on the rounded earth 

u Save ourselves is more than seeming : 
" What are life and living worth, 

" If they know not dreaming ! 

" Whether kindly our estate is, 

" Or of dread import it be, 
" All that is is ours, though late is 

" It conveyed in fee. 
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H Dream of Breams. 



" Hearken, therefore : Whom we clearly 
" Summon from their ample places, 

" Say not they are visions, merely ; 
" Rather, in their faces 

" See the visioned masks whereunder 
" Throb and glow un visioned forces 

" Subtler than shine out when thunder 
" Mating clouds divorces." 

Lightly, then, in turn advancing 

Each drew nearer, nothing loth, 

Keeping eager eyes a-glancing 
As what comer doth ! 

" It was I," said one, "whose finger 
" Chiselled Sinai's tabled law :" 

Quoth the next, nor fain to linger, 
" Me the Magi saw." 

" Ere the man may move the world, 
" Such as I must move the man," 

Spoke a third ; " 'twas I who hurled, 
" As none other can, 

" Islam's prophet on the foe." 

One adventured : " Unto Saul 

" I unveiled and bade him go 
" Forward, thence, as Paul." 
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H Dream ot ©reams. 



Chanted two : " The hammer wherewith 
" Thor, avenging, smote was mine ;" 

"la vintage gave and therewith 
" Sappho's blood was wine." 

Two proclaimed : " This air-drawn dagger 
" Scarred Macbeth, with blade unsteeled ;" 

" I, it was, made Richard stagger 
" Hence, on Bosworth field." 

" While the Genoese was pleading 
" And the sullen sailors muttered, 

" I," quoth one, " lent hope and speeding 
" To each word he uttered." 

Echoed others : " I allured 

" Helen to the gates of doom ;" 

" I and my delight immured 
"Juliet in her tomb ;" 

" With the martyr-maid of Arc, 

" On her virgin steps attending — " 

Here, methought, the place grew dark, 
All its echoes blending 

Chorus-like, and I, made busier 

Than was ever dreamer yet, 
Lay, becoming dizzy, dizzier, 

Meshed, as in a net 
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H ©ream of ©reams. 



High upborne, my soul rejoices 
Sometimes now, as well it may, 

And I hear those mingling voices ; 
This is what they say : 

" When the wonted world, upheaving, 
" Crumbling, passes and is gon 

" Ever phantom fabrics weaving, 
" We shall still live on !" 
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ttbe ©ar&en ot Deligbt 

Who hath seen that wondrous garden ? 
One I know in it is warden, 

Though I dare not mention 
Whereaway it lies, 
Lest intruding eyes 
Baffle her intention. 



Clearly shown or mystically, 
On a hill or in a valley 
May be its location : 

But for all who wait 
Nigh the outer gate, 
Having invitation, 



Entrances there are in plenty, 
Haply two or ten or twenty, 
Leading into places 
Fit for any sport 
Of Apollo's court, 
Or the triple Graces. 
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Zbe Garden of Deltgbt 



Their employment, they who enter, 

If no dweller or frequenter 

Ever may foreknow it, 

Hardly can a tale 

Writ in words avail 

Fully forth to show it ! 



Serving by a sure indenture 
Do they some pursuit adventure, 
Known to feet nor fancy, 
When to merely be 
Turns an ecstasy 
Into necromancy ? 



O the story — to begin it — 
Not the pipe of thrush or linnet, 
Eagerly a-tremble, 

Could the half denote, 
Though the tuneful throat 
All its kin assemble. 



Even the 'prentices and pages, 
Or the coin in which their wages 
Are at pleasure holden — 
Who may tell of these, 
If his toilsome ease 
Draw but wages golden ? 
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Ttbe Garden of ©eltgbt. 



Then, the name wherein the warden, 
Answering, proffers grace or pardon- 
Let me yet conceal it : 
Of her name, indeed, 
All that any need 
Is to know and feel it ! 
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%ox>c an& 2>eatb. 

Of old met Love and Death 
At midnight in a forbidden spot, 

For thus the vision saith : 
One, sighing, spoke of a thankless lot, 

And one of hateful breath 
Drawn hopelessly, to be yielded not. 



Thereof it chanced, that soon 
They made exchange, for a hundred years, 

Of scrip and staff and shoon : 
Thenceforth Love's path was a path of tears ; 

And morning, night and noon, 
Death dealt with lovers, their hopes and fears. 



But his unwonted task 
Each did, it seems, in his wonted way, 

Nor might his vesture mask ; 
For ever yet where the acorn lay, 

Whate'er desert may ask, 
Or discontent, must the oak tree stay. 
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Xove aito Deatb- 



And thence it was erelong, 
That, day by day, with an equal hand 

And step austere and strong, 
The new Love cast into every land 

And each assembled throng, 
Not Love's light shaft, but a baleful brand 



For gifts unvalued come, 
Which fell to each, be he fit or no, 

Like drum-beats on a drum ; 
Delights that beckon to all a-row 

Invite the scorn of some 
Who else would never misprize them so. 



Because in fond caprice 
Love came not, nor as he came of old, 

Men suffered love's increase 
With hearts that beat like a bell, slow tolled, 

Foreboding love's decease — 
Love, spent as flame is when it grows cold. 



So, all the wide earth round, 
Men held Love's gift as a knotted string 

Wherewith all men were bound ; 
Nor, counting it as a sacred thing, 

Were any glad hearts found 
To hail its giver as lord and king ! 
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Xot>e a^ Deatb* 



And when, as fancy pleased, 
The new Death's pity pass'd hundreds by, 

The hand he touched, or seized, 
Struck at him, with a despiteful cry : 

Whom his departure eased, 
They, too, abhorred him, as loth to die. 



But passing some too long, 
He laid a burden on all and each 

That did their kindred wrong, 
Men said, as though importunate speech 

Brought life's unpointed prong 
A little nearer and into reach. 



Yet they who thus were pass'd 
Like grain ungather'd, by harsh winds blown, 

When held a moment fast 
Full oft cried out, in a frenzied tone, 

Because he came at last 
With hands of iron and heart of stone. 



Since evil men and good 
So thought him cruel or call'd him base, 

Friendless, the new Death stood, 
As one might stand in a desert place 

Wherein in no wise could 
His gaze encounter a kindly face ! 
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%ox>c anb Deatb, 



What wonder, then, that met 
Again at night, nor alone, I wot, 

His old-time calling's fret 
To Love or Death was a thing forgot ? 

Each paid his ancient debt, 
Took back his own and lamented not 



But woe to mortal men 
That such mischances may ever show 

How strangely, now and then, 
Fate swings God's pendulum to and fro ! — 

His old-time shoon again 
Each left behind, as he rose to go. 



And so it haps, that still 
Ofttimes Love enters where Death was called, 

And, entering, works his will ; 
Or else comes quickly and stands appalled, 

His warm blood running chill, 
To find his haste is by Death's forestalled ! 
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TOleiflbe& in Xove's Balances : 

i. 

UNMATED. 

Wherefore do they strive, 
Who were put asunder 

Ere the world's beginning ? 
Can their venture thrive, 
If the crime or blunder 

Of a gamester's inning 
Masquerade thereunder ? 

Immemorial tidings 

From unerring spheres 

Not of mortal charting, 
Chronicled by chidings 
Hinted forth of seers, 

Prophesied their parting — 
Herald yet their tears ! 
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TICletgbeD in Xove'0 Balances: 



ii. 

SELF-DECEIVING. 

The fantasies that crowd 

Upon my boding breast — 

Why do they cry aloud 

That Hope is Folly's guest, 

And still my bosom shroud ? 

Oh, let me something feign, 
If I may nothing be ; 

For the pretender's reign 
Hath yet some urgency 

And is not quite in vain ! 
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Wet<jbe5 in Xove'a Balances : 



in. 

LIMITATION. 

What is love that gives not 
More than it receives, 

But a love that, tiring, 
Fed on mere requiring, 

Long thereafter lives not ? 

What is grief that feels not 
More than it believes, 

But a grief that, living, 
Dies for lack of giving, 

And with grieving deals not ? 
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ttbe TKHaitoertn0 5ew at Gbtcaoo* 

A. D. 1893. 

Voice after voice that day had been uplifted 
In that great hall by bearded men, 
Diversely hued and clad as when 
They heard the ripple of God's fountains 
In their own isles and steppes and mountains, 

Or strove to gaze on Him through clouds unrifted. 



Voice after voice made earnest proclamation 

Of that obedient future year 

When truth shall conquer doubt and fear, 

And joy and love, unbruised of any, 

May be for all as now for many, 
And men shall seek and Man shall find salvation. 



And then a deepening hush fell on the place ; 
For one arose, as if, unfriended, 
His frame beneath a burden bended 
Whereof no pity might relieve him, 
Or proffer'd help do aught but grieve him : 

And long, as vainly struggling to embrace 
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Ube TOanfterttid Jew at Cbicaeo. 

Another's feet, he stood with hands down-reaching, 
Howbeit the silence was unbroken, 
While, to a neighbor's face, no token 
Of what this anguish'd posture meant 
Might be by any gazer lent, 

Since each turned anxious eyes, a clue beseeching. 



Then, presently, as one by one consenting 
To some relentless law's eviction, 
With scarce a word of benediction 
The throng dispersed, and each forgot 
How on that day and in that spot 

That aged figure bent in mute lamenting. 



But one there was, who saw, as in a trance, 

What next befell where, bowed and lonely, 
He still stood trembling, save that only — 
The while thick drops of sweat were beaded- 
In moving accents now he pleaded, 

Or upward cast a dumb, inquiring glance : 



"O Holy One !" he said : "As Thou didst pass, 

"Because into Thine outraged ear 

"I spat a ribald cruel jeer, 

"Thou badst me bear a cross for Thee 

"Till Thy return deliver me 
"From daily dying like to parching grass ! 
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Ube TBHanfeeting Jew at Cbicaao. 

"From all the earth — alas — the wisest gather, 

"Yet cannot one foretell the hour 

"When Thou shalt come and come with power ; 

"There lives no monarch throned in splendor, 

"No beggar, borrower or lender 
"Whose knowledge may encompass it: nay, rather, 



"Of each the same 'How long?' my soul hath asked 
"Through centuries of conscious numbing. 
"Lord ! When shall I behold Thy coming 
"And be at rest, nor further carry 
"The aimless load, whilst Thou dost tarry, 

"Wherewith my spirit's fainting strength is tasked ! 



"If in no wise Thy coming may be speeded, 
"I murmur not at Thy decree : 
"And yet, what fruitage can the tree 
"Foreshow, whose roots lie ages-deep, 
"Whose boughs know neither wintry sleep 

"Nor summer's bloom, but wither on unheeded ! 



"Ah ! Vainly do I speak of fruitage blighted — 
"The fruit is Thine, what'er it be ! 
"How shouldst Thou still remember me 
"Or any unreminding grave — 
"Thou hast so many worlds to save, 

"Thy steps are in so many paths requited ! 

60 



TTbe TKnaitoertno 5ew at Chicago, 

"Lord ! Lord " — Nor new nor other words were spoken 
Before a thing more wondrous chanced, 
Methought : No shadowy shape advanced 
To threat that sinew-shrunken shoulder ; 
But never to an awed beholder 

Was ponderable cross, or brass or oaken, 



More plain, than thence appeared, as at an altar, 

Along that fragile body lying ! 

What followed needs not man's denying, 

For through what door the hapless Jew 

Departing, passed, none ever knew, 
Though yet one heart may sometimes hear him falter : 



"Lord ! Lord !" — in tones unknown to mortal ears — 
"The forms my manhood knew are dust ; 
"Yet, no more flesh, but bodied rust, 
"I spend the weary days in hoping, 
"Or, wasting wearier nights in groping 

"From land to land, I watch and wait with tears !" 
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2>eatb at tbe JJri&oe* 

"The bridge ! The bridge ! Will no one help ? ", he 
cried, 
Whose name of Death is hateful to the race 
That seldom finds in his intent a trace 

Of any aim, save spreading anguish wide : 

In vain, with all Death's frantic force, he tried 
To lift the rail-worn timbers to their place, 
While fear and pity, meeting in his face, 

Made it a shrine of horror, glorified. 

Men, passing, saw him not and went their way, 
And then the fire-fed engine's hissing roar 
Was drowned in shrieks like none yet heard 
before, 
As car on car, down-hurled, in ruin lay ! — 

And he, still shuddering, heard these words and 
more: 
"Lo ! Vengeful Death has been with us today ! " 
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In Defense of Deatb- 

i. 

Setting what men so think or say aside 

Of him whom they denounce as vengeful Death — 
Since all their power to stay him is but breath 

Clouding a dust-impeded pane, and eyed 

By those who may no later season chide — 
Yet are there some, minded as one who saith 
The way is long and dark, nor questioneth 

That Death will show him where to find his guide. 

May it not sometimes grant a needful clue, 
If these inquire why men for every scar 

So gird at Death, when he but enters through 
The many doors themselves have set ajar ? 
Or what — man being man, men what they are — 

Of hurtful work is left for Death to do ? 
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In toetense of Deatb. 



ii. 

Who that, beholding cruel Circumstance 
Hurl his relentless darts at hapless men 
In field or street, in forest or in fen, 

Have seen his keenest, bitterest arrow glance 

Harmless aside because of Death's advance 

To man's relief, dare spurn Death's hand again, 
For very shame, if told the moment when 

They, too, would need a like deliverance ? 

Ah ! Seeing that for Death the world's beginnings 
Decreed a path, and he must walk in it 

As we in ours, why do our hearts withhold 
From him the wealth of our compassion's gold, 
When paying thus our debt, in manner fit, 
So halves our risk, so multiplies our winnings ? 
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In Defense of 2>eatb. 



in. 

Is it because, in love, we love ourselves, 

However one may seem to love another — 
Each being to himself a twin-bred brother 

For whom, as for himself, he digs and delves, 

Or strives to hew with worn and axless helves — 
That we so under-reckon in our blindness 
The sum of Death's incalculable kindness, 

Counted by ones and twos, or tens and twelves ? 

Or do we so environ Death with blame 
And look askance at every step he takes, 

Because we fear he may before our faces 
Suspend a glass, whose imminent opaques 
Will make too clearly visible the name 

Of the one sin which most our souls debases ? 
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In Defense of 2>eatb* 



IV. 

Surely the heirs unto a great demesne, 
Who dare to fling reproach upon the law 
Whereby their rich inheritance they draw, 

May scarce despise the foolish king or queen 

Who fears the royal charter is unclean, 

And turns the whispered doubt into a flaw 
Which, at the last, wide gaping, in its maw 

Engulfs the throne, the State and all between. 

Should we, then, so besmirch our heritage — 
Whether it be but rest, as some have said, 
Or vast potentialities outspread 
Through all the spheres — by heaping on his head 

Who proves our title, obloquy and rage ? 

Could we to find a surer proof engage ? 
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In Defense of Deatb. 



v. 

If it be true, that our resentment dwells 

Blindly with Death, because his careful hand 
Transplants us from a blight-encumber'd land — 

Like as the cunning forester fore-fells 

The tree, worm-threatened, ere its tender cells 
Be tainted — with what plea shall we withstand 
The sure-returning curse wherewith we bann'd 

So long the tale that his approach re-tells ? 

And if he wrest our victims from our grasp 

To make them friends whose love may yet befall, 
Or, though we strive as hoping to detain them, 
Redeems our lovers from our careless clasp, 
What shall we say about the gentle thrall 
That keeps them pure and helps us to regain them? 



67 



flaval Vevtew 2>a£» 

April 97, 1893. 
CONSOLATORY LINES ADDRESSED TO F. R. B. 

Let the driving storm go by : 
Facile Fancy can provide 
Argosies that Riverside 
May not equal, for they lie 
In the haven of the mind, 

Floating thence where never yet pennon slept upon 
the wind. 

What are festal shows of war, 
What are batde-banded fleets 
To the soul, that, soaring, meets 
On the confines of a star 
Dwellers in a purer air 

Who were sages, lovers here — and are sages, poets 
there! ^ 
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Vbe Queer ©16 flDan. 

A young lad, meeting a queer old man, 
Inquired the time of day ; 
But the old man shook 
His head with a look 
That he may truly portray who can, 
And said, in a maundering way, 
"Time o' day, 
"Time o' day ! " 

The young lad, still, to the queer old man 
Said, "Sir, what time should it be ? " 
But the gray locks drooped, 
For the old man stooped, 
As one who a pitiless grave would scan, 
And quavered, on bended knee, 
"Should it be ? 
"Should it be?" 

The young lad answered the queer old man, 
"I guess it is time to go ; " 
But the old man gazed 
At the sky where it blazed 
With the undulant curves of a rainbowed span, 
And crept away, echoing low, 
"Time to go, 
"Time to go ! " 
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TEbe Sower. 

Why are any songs 

From the heart that flow 

Sadder than belongs 

To the things we know ? 
What slow current, setting downward, 
Draws our thoughts below ? 

Answer, Song of mine : 
Tell me, ere you go, 

If in any line, 

Singly or a-row, 
You are paying debts to Sadness 
Where you do not owe. 

Rather might you say : 
"See the Sower sow ; 

"Though his heart be gay 
"Or at rest, I trow 
"He, too, may betimes consider 
"Till his pity show, 



"How the yellow grain, 

"Scattered swift or slow, 

"Dreads the pang of pain, 
"Fears the bitter throe 
It must bear in earthy darkness 
"Ere again it grow ! " 



« 
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ttbe Stream's Complaint 

Tinged with the dread of griefs to come, 
In the warm sun my waters glisten : 
You cannot help, but you can listen, 

The while I speak, who else were dumb ; 

And though I have no tale to tell 

Save idle words of mere complaining, 
May yet lend solace, till their waning 

Denotes me prisoned in my cell. 

God toiled no less, when me He made, 

Than when He piled the mighty mountains 
Amid whose snow-engendered fountains 

My birth-place was ; or when He weighed, 

As on a balance in His hand, 

That sea whereto my flow has tended, 
And said : "Here let your rage be ended, 

For this is sea and this is land ! " 

The mountains and the sea secure 
Remain and shall remain forever, 
Against them let who will endeavor : 

But I, what scathes must I endure ! 
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Vbe Stream's Complaint 



For, yonder, hateful hands uprear 

A dam so huge, it will contain me, 
Except as earth and sky regain me : 

And now the time is drawing near, 

When, hoarded for ignoble use, 

I shall become a thing of sorrow 
Without a yesterday or morrow, 

Save as my keeper slips the noose 

And lets me fret an hour away 

In hope that fortune may be shaping 
Some channel, thus, for my escaping, 

Compact of yielding, kindly clay. 

To stop and turn a mill-wheel here, 

And there a railway bridge pass under 
Were scarce a theme for more than wonder — 

No cause were these for mortal fear ; 

But evermore to stagnant creep 

Far underground, through slimy gutters, 
Where no leaf waves or partridge flutters — 

This were to death, as death to sleep ! 

Alas, the merry nights and days 

Are gone, wherein I wandered, filling 

My banks breast-high, if they were willing, 

Or widening into shallow ways ; 
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And if you watch the gated lift 

That indicates the broken tether 
Which bound my life and me together, 

You may behold my bubbles drift — 

With all above a dammed-up stream, 
And all below a shameful hollow 
Along whose path no waters follow, 

Or, noon-wise, drowsy cattle dream. 

Yet, though no dweller on my banks 

Should miss me, still this day will sadden 
One heart, methinks, the hope to gladden 

Which, but an hour, might beggar thanks ; 

For, had I lived, it was my plan 

To make my meadows, for her musing, 
More beautiful than chance or choosing 

Has known since youth or truth began. 

Now, other banks of other streams 

Must soothe her thoughts to happy laughter ; 

My murmurs cannot ripple after, 
To lull them into tender dreams. 

But see ! — the lifted gates — my friend, 

It is the signal for my going ; 

Alas, my voice is weak with flowing — 
Farewell — f or this— this is the end ! 
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Full fifty years have I sat here 

Upon a gable-end, steep and high, 
My flues accessible to the sky, 

And all my broad possessions near ; 

For mine they are, though well I know 
The deed of title whereby I hold 
Is character' d in a hand more bold 

Than any, parchment-penned, can show, 

And that the family and you 

Yet claim the hearth, be it dark or lit, 
And think me merely a part of it 

Meant but to let the smoke go through. 

In sooth, this airy-chamber'd cot, 

That now so many a year hath seen 
Itself and me grow leafily green 

As any sheltered garden plot, 

Is doubly mine, the while I watch 
That no calamity may befall — 
Methinks this side yon boundary wall 

No shadow seeks the dial's notch 
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Without my noting. Nay, the street 

Would scarce be busy, if thence to me, 
Who seem but featureless masonry, 

There came no sound of moving feet. 

Unless some remnant of that heat 

It be, which carried the hills in flow 
Through countless centuries long ago, 

That, lost, would leave me incomplete ; 

Or some foreboding of a time 

When I shall follow or float as one 
With some unborn, unradiant sun, 

Ensphered in viewless pantonine, 

There is in me an elfin strain : 

The lonely quarry in which they found 
These stones of mine, being goblin ground, 

Has changed, perhaps, my very grain. 

You look askance and say I scoff, 
And that to fancy is not to feel — 
Ah, will no prophecy yet reveal 

When we may these disguises doff ! 

But wonder not that I am wise 

As only a chimney may become ; 
More difficult were it to be dumb, 

Such sights and sounds around me rise. 
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Yet, half that I have seen and heard, 

As here I warily wait, would you 

Or any one call it false or true 
On but a simple chimney's word? 

Men think what mortar* d stone hath seen 
Is all unseen of visioning eyes — 
Nor know that daily, in brooding guise, 

From every passing breeze I glean 

The happy burden of its song; 

That near me scarcely hurries a drop 
Of summer rain, but it tries to stop 

And say what joy it brings along. 

So, too, I watch the sunset furl 

Its waning splendor, until ascends 

The blithe, fair Moon — and were we not friends, 

I were in very truth a churl : 

For, as she climbs the skyey stair, 

I give no planet, remote and cold, 
A welcoming thought, if I behold 

Her whom to see grants half my prayer; 

And once, at midnight, I am sure 
She swung on her ethereal base 
And turned the hid, the forbidden face 

Upon me full, with look demure, 
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That never other eyes than mine 

Have seen since Time upon earth was new ; 

And then a cloud-billow shut from view 
Her glances, laughing, shy, divine ! 

But deem not that in thoughts like these 

My days and nights are entirely pass'd — 
To draw, against the opposing blast, 

Is not a task for dreamful ease. 

There was a time when people spoke 
Of me, as of a recreant, who, 
Of dutiful flues, had barely two : 

I cough, till I am thick with smoke, 

If aught reminds me of the way 

In which my ultimate stone was laid — 
Of no mischance, be it said, afraid 

Such as befell me on that day — 



When, after huge potations quaff' d, 
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At last, to know the fault, it seems, 

Our house's bride, by a simple string 

Run through and around her wedding ring, 

Let down a pot-hook, as in dreams 

The patriarch saw the ladder's foot 

Let down from above : She found the tree — 
Howbeit with some small help from me — 

Nor since have I been choked with soot 

That bride, our white-haired grandam now, 
Still tenanting a fortunate earth, 
Rehears old echoes of death and birth 

Which more imperil than endow ; 

And, as she muses, I, with her 

Look backward along the trail of years, 
And, fairer than hope, more sad than tears, 

Old thoughts my stony being stir. 

I mind me of the happy hour 

That unto our house's daughter brought 
The first faint fluttering of that thought 

Which is to love, as bud to flower. 

I liked the lad and bended low 

In vehement hope to hear and see ; 
For never was truer, fonder plea : 

The maiden heard and trembled so, 
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That, in my eager haste, I blew 

The smouldering embers into flame, 
As, whispering thrice her household name, 
Say yes", I murmured down my flue ! 



« 



But when I heard the sweet assent 

The youthful bosom must have or give, 
If it would truly or wholly live, 

The while her blushes came and went, 

How I, too, smacked my smoky lips : 
And O, what a merry life I plann'd 
For those two, traveling hand in hand ! 

Alack ! Small hint for jest or quips 

Can date from that betrothal night ; 

For, each new Spring, the violets blow 
Above her where the pitying snow 

So lately smoothed her bed of white. 

Boys, too, there were whom I recall : 

And each, like a thriving, busy weed 
That never finds time to run to seed, 

Grew up 'twixt games of bat and ball. 

Time's trowel, touching lightly, since, 
Each firm foundation, carefully laid, 
But makes more plain the tolerant shade 

That of a riper manhood hints ; 
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Yet one, long years agone — I think 

'Twas ere he left his lengthening teens — 
Once pass'd a night among kings and queens 

Whose court was paste-board built : I shrink 

To say I saw him homeward led, 

Unfirm and tipsy, ah ! — speak it low ! — 
Just as the cock had begun to crow. 

The mother knelt beside his bed 

In tearless grief, that thrilled us through, 
The boy and me, to the heart of each — 
Forgive my inconsiderate speech : 

I had forgot that lad was you ! 
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TEbe flDotb ant) tbe GanMe* 

Round and round the flame he soars, 

Circling high and circling higher ; 
Turning thence, his course he lowers, 

Circling nigh and circling nigher 
Till the dizzy heat has shrunken 

Now a plume and now a sandal, 
And his very flight seems drunken : 

Hear what the Moth sings nightly to the answer- 
ing Candle. 



SONG OF THE MOTH. 

Born at noon, to die at nig&t, 

Mine is strength that may not tire, 
For the breath of my delight 

Is the breath of my desire ; 
And the manner of my winging, 

Pendant in the path of pleasure, 
Like the music of my singing, 

Makes ever new surrender to a sweeter measure. 
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What is life that knows no lure 

But a death that brings no change ? 
Passions that too long endure 

In so strict a compass range, 
That the toiler, still too mortal, 

Fervent only in repining, 
Wan with waiting at the portal, 

Might make an end, as I do, were the Candle 
shining! 

Ah ! I thought to make an end !, 

But a crafty breeze, that blew, 
Played the part of meddling friend, 

And the shifting flame withdrew, 
For an instant, to my vexing ! 

Scorched and crippled, done with flying— 
Who will help me, by annexing 

One half the pain to living that I feel in dying ? 



SONG OF THE CANDLE. 

Ever elemental flame 

Shapes unto itself a throne ; 
Quenched for ages, but the same, 

Other ages have I known 
How to smolder, unconsuming. 

Now, become a thing to handle, 
Lighted for a brief illuming, 

My genii still attend me, though but called a 
candle. 
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O the joy of conscious power, 

O the hope that kindles fear ; 
O the moment made an hour, 

the hour that rules a year ! 
In this waxen mould sojourning, 

1 reveal and guide and gladden 
With my light and with my burning : 

Blind votaries there are, too, whom I kill or 
madden. 

Shut within my central space / 

Still might conflagrations lie ; 
Yet, upon my melting base, 

It is written, I must die 
When my blaze finds no more fuel. 

Strength, indeed, ev'n now is wanting, 
To be kind or to be cruel : 

And lo ! — with my last flicker ends a spent 
Moth's flaunting ! 
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Esau. 

Peace, peace, I say ! Nay, woman, urge me not, 
Nor vex the ear of my disquiet thus ; 
What is a sheep, more than a lamb grown old ? 
Or what an hundred, but an hundred lambs 
So reared, so fed, so grown ? Peace, then, I say. 

Who says the jackals chase the sheep? Why, 
then, 
In saying that, he says the night is come 
Before its time, for when did jackal slink 
And crawl and slink and crawl again upon 
The heedless flock, unless that thrifty Night 
Had chaffered with the crawlers for a share 
In their emprise and hung her torches out ? 

Is it still day ? Well, now, the messenger 
Hath surely lied. The panting messenger 
Spoke truth ? The robbers are an hungered, then ; 
And who would balk them for a paltry sheep, 
A thing of wool and bones and blood, that bleats, 
And means as little as a brother means 
Who says he loves his brother? Ha !, bespeak 
An instant pardon of the messenger, 

84 



Esau. 

For once I knew a jackal prowl by day, 
And get by prowling more than they foresaw 
Whom prophecy forewarned ere I was born, 
Since prophecy is ever but a word, 
Like other words — until it be fulfilled. 

O what strange magic is it that so hides 
Within the vague To Be, transforming it 
Into the helpless, punished thing that is ! 
But wherefore is this punished ? Is the oak 
Condemned to fire because its branches breed 
Nothing but oaks ? And wherefore are they oaks, 
Except that they may breed up other oaks 
Like to themselves in grain ? The same blood lent 
My brother's veins and mine its primal hue : 
And yet, men say before that blood began 
To color the pale bounds that shut it in, 
His root foregrew into a lofty tree, 
And mine foredwindled to a stunted shrub ! 

If he so wronged me, how, then, shall it be 
That I bear punishment for being wronged 
In that whereof the wronger hath no blame ? 
Not so : for he, the wronger, more fulfilled 
The dim outgivings of the prophecy 
By plotting than performing, since the plot 
Showed forth his purpose ; and performance, like 
A mere led wether, followed up the plot, 
Subservient to it, not to prophecy. 
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And yet, if that be true, what shall be said 
Of me who fell by plots, not prophecy ? 
Most strange it is : the jackal feeds anon 
And sleeps content ; but jackal man, that plans 
A brother's downfall, hungers while he plans 
And hungers all the more because he plans 
And only sleeps that he may plan again ! 

What, boy, art still son of the elder son 
And wouldst inherit ? Dost demand of me 
Wherefore thy birthright, also, with mine own 
I bartered thus and what I got for it ? 
Why, boy, I sold it, sold it for a price : 
Thou hast a father worth a goodly price, 
For in that sale himself was that same price, 
A price no sooner paid than spent, boy, spent ! 

In truth, my hunter's cunning of the hills 
Then half forsook me : not the desert palm 
That feels the worm embedded in its core 
Forebodes its doom more surely, than did I, 
Who knew too late that in our natal hour 
I and my brother scarce were twinly born, 
For in that hour was Folly born with us 
And born my elder ! Looking back along 
The careless, happy years, I saw again 
The surf-clad sea, as once I gazed on it — 
Its wind-blown rowers whistling at their 

work, 
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Its restless waves uncertain as myself— 
And wondered what might dimly lie beyond ; 
Once more, in thought, I peered into the mines 
Whose toilers probe the bosom of the hills 
For gold to deck full-bosomed beauty forth ; 
And climbed again the mountain peak that 

screens 
The hunted hind, and was again at one 
With all — until with memory came back 
Monition of the wretched man I am. 

Repenting so — as who does not repent 
An hour too late? — my wild, free life cast off, 
I kept the sheep and strove to still my blood 
To slower courses and lay hold upon 
The woven garments of some gracious hour, 
That to my children's children might restore 
The kingly heritage myself had lost. 

The hour came — its last echoes linger still, 
Burthened with lies and palpitant with tears ; 
For in that hour my brother loved me so, 
That, if I slay him when that other hour 
Is past which brings my filial mourning on, 
I shall not slay my brother, as did Cain : 
I shall but slay myself: since he is I, 
Or so he said — and with an oath he sware. 
Now, all is done : birthright and blessing both 
Are his, and shall be to the end of time. 
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Esan. 

And yet, methinks, God's promise, pledge 
on pledge — 
To get it falsely, and to hold it fast 
Despite repentance — should repentance come — 
Too much makes God partaker in the theft : 
Whereby requital yet may seize upon 
The guilty doer and the guilty deed, 
When times are ripe. So, native to the plains 
Once more, I will henceforth be comforted ; 
And when I feel old hatreds rising up, 
I will bethink me of our boyish days, 
And be a boy and love him like a boy 
And scantly put this boyish trouble by. 

Albeit I know that, in the years to come, 
My brother's line, God-husbanded, shall grow 
Far more in number than the desert sands, 
I know that mine must still outnumber it : 
For mine are twain — a less and greater line. 
The one is of my body and shall serve 
My brother's line, for so the tablet saith 
Whereon the scribes have writ the record down : 
The other— ah ! — what shall I say of it, 
To whom, in alien times, throughout the world 
All tribes and families shall point, as sire 
Of those who sell their birthright — and who serve! 
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God of the fertile soil 

And of the swelling sea, 
As of the mountain top, 
Or of the clouds that drop 
Their showers creatingly — 
From myriad homes of toil, 

From ships that sail or drift, 
Our thoughts to Thee we lift. 

The bountiful domain 

That Thy right hand hath wrought, 
Is through Thy favor ours, 
Nor by our ample powers 
Or equal service bought ; 
And, in a solemn strain, 

Upon this joyful day 

We would our homage pay. 

But make us, nothing loth, 

With one true thing acquaint : 
Of all art Thou obeyed, 
Yet on Thy will are laid 
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Thy law and its restraint ; 
So alway where she doth 

Herself the more control, 
Is Freedom's farther goal. 

Be this both felt and known 

As men may know and feel, 
And then, if peril come, 
The way, unseen of some, 
Will be, though night conceal, 
Unto the many shown ; 

For Hope will point us where 
Thy guiding torches flare. 

Ah ! May the flag that streams 
Above our kindred hands 
Forever, fold by fold, 
Be ours to have and hold 
While seas endure, or lands : 
Let every star that gleams 

In it with each agree 

And float beloved of Thee ! 
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Grant at Galena. 

Like a rare piece of delf, 

His talent lay 
Unused, unseen, upon its dusty shelf, 

And none who passed that way, 

Valued the precious clay ; 

Yet those slow years and late, 

Not lost were they : 
Time is not lost that builds for love or fate ; 

And always, as it may, 

Arrives the appointed day ! 
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XTbe Bells tbat are Collet*. 

The bells of the village are tolled, 
And the still, soft midsummer air 
Is plaintive and sweet 
With the lingering beat 
Of the summons to praise and to prayer, 
That into the twilight is rolled. 

But, ere the slow call can be doled 
In turn to the gathering people, 
One whom it invites 
Remembers the nights 
When another sat under the steeple, 
And the lips were yet warm, that are cold. 

Ah ! Close are the moss and the mould, 
For kind are the sun and the rain ; 
And, winter or summer, 
The care-laden comer 
May hearken in meadow or lane, 
And hear but the bells that are tolled ! 
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ttbc Xover's Secret 

Tell me, Lady Moon, in peeping 

Through my lady's window-pane 

Do you see her waking, sleeping ? — 
Cloud not over in disdain : 
May not we, between us twain — 

You and me, I truly mean it — 

Have a secret, sweet and holy, 
Though my station be so lowly 

And so high above you queen it ? 

Tell me, Lady Moon, as truly ; 

Tell it me, nor blush for shame : 
When her prayers she murmurs newly 

Does my lady breathe my name ? 

If she breathe it, let me claim 
Half the prayer and half the blessing : 

In a more than equal measure 

Will I give her of my treasure, 
Hoarded for her heart's possessing. 
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Tell me, Lady Moon, though morning 
Beckon from the distant hill, 

Where my lady lies, adorning 
Sleep itself, do dreams distill 
Songs more sweet than bird can trill 

In the day-dawn when it hovers — 

Songs my happy name containing ? 
Ah, no longer fear complaining 

That you are too kind to lovers ! 

Tell me, Lady Moon, oh, tell it ! 
None will ask the reason why : 

On your lips, where I can spell it, 
Let the welcome secret lie : 
Count me, thenceforth, till I die, 

As a man before whom never 

Any one shall dare to blame you, 
Or an orb inconstant name you — 

Count me friend, for aye and ever. 

Tell me, Lady Moon, divining 

Every thought before I speak, 
Is the tender secret shining 

On your lovely lips and cheek ? 
Blest be hour and day and week 
When I tempted you to steal it ! 
Ere the joyful moment end, 
Hear me claim you for my friend- 
It is there : I see, I feel it ! 

94 



Dear friends, however oft your summons may entreat 
us, 

Or cunning Circumstance endeavor still to cheat us, 

The needle is not true 
That points away from you. 

When you to visit us find Fortune make denial, 
Bid us come visit you, despite or date or dial, 

For what are almanacs 
When comrade comrade lacks ? 

Then widen out the walls or rapidly or slowly, 
And set the roof apeak or keep it broad and lowly ; 

A mansion have, or cot ; 

These matters matter not : 

For Gitchie Manitou himself, that mighty giant, 
Made by his fall nowise resentful or defiant, 

But gray and granite grown, 

May be its cornerstone 
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And to the willing dusk a nightly message murmur — 
The house he wards would still rest not a whit the 
firmer, 

Except as Truth and Love 

Are domiciTd above. 

Though hearts are more than homes and homes are 
more than houses, 

Love may a moment nod, if Truth a moment drowses, 

For Love is twinly bred 
And something lightly led : 

But Love and Truth, when hand in hand they go 

together, 
Find in the fiercest gale a touch of gentle weather, 

And where they both abide, 

That house is sanctified. 

Since, then, the best foundations are neither brick nor 

mortar, 
But bosoms warm and beating through lives or long 
or shorter, 

Let friendship oft attest 
Two homes as doubly blest. 

So, find us each a place in some contenting corner 
Around a busy blaze, built a la Dudley Warner, 

And, then, if I and mine 

Your call perforce decline, 
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That we are sick or sad will be a thing made certain, 
Unless Time's drudging hand has rent his grudging 
curtain 

To fashion for our souls 

Untimely aureoles. 

Dear friends, however oft your summons may entreat 
us. 

Or cunning Circumstance endeavor still to cheat us, 

The needle is not true 
That points away from you.! 
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Ube Douse of Carte* 

Long since, a wondrous house of cards 

I builded me : 
No lad so proud in half the town ! 

Though — sad to see — 
Within the hour it tumbled down ; 

For it contained, as memory shows, 

Supporting walls 
And lofty towers and winding stairs 

And spacious halls 
More fair than answer manhood's prayers. 

If then, indeed, I was a child, 

Why, still I am : 
For yet I build full many a house 

That proves a sham 
Too weak to stand against a mouse. 

Yet, of the houses manifold 

That I have built, 
But one small house in all the list, 

If it should tilt 
And fall would be forever missed. 

98 



tEbe f>oude of tiarbd* 



That one — praise God ! — was builded well 

And still it stands : 
It was not built of flimsy cards 

By hasty hands, 
But love its deep foundation guards ! 
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ft It please Gbee* 

If there be a space 
Where his feet may stand, 
Whose averted face 
And inconstant hand 

All too long beheld thee not, or thrust aside thy 
favoring grace, 

Goddess, turn and hearken : 
Turn thine eyes, nor darken 

Them in scorn against thy servant who attends thee 
in this place. 

Yet a little while, 

And the page will seem 

Like a fading tile 

Painted in a dream : 
But, howe'er thy lovers lure thee into any land or 
isle, 

None, or dear or hated, 

Timely or belated, 
May more reverently entreat thee or thy willing 
thoughts beguile. 
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Scarce a wanton winger 

Over meadows bare, 

If the tuneful bringer 

Of a tuneful air, 
Is denied a word of welcome: May not, then, the 
tardy singer 

Of an hour invite 

What the chime's delight 
For a brief, consenting moment grants to even the 
belfry ringer ? 
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